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Little Florence Wilsoi
were no little pirls near

so she made friends of z
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little chickens followed
But of all the pets the

her pony, her dear, dear
lamb and playful as a ki
to gallop down to the br<
his little mistress on his
her a (jueer little guest.
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house for his breakfast 1
stump beneath the app
They were not the least
contentedly on her wri
There they pecked at he
might be good to eat.
She made a very pre
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So her papa thought, ai

he might not disturb hei
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"I have a new pet for
they were seated at the
"What is it?" she ask

eyes.
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"Is it a kitten?" Flori
"No; you have six al
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again."
"Then I think it mus

Snowball, who stole hei
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Florence thought har<
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He was out in the wooc

On Sheltie's back?
thought and thought; b
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stood in his stall munch
back perched a sleepy li
He stared at Florem

if he was saying: "\Yh<
kind of a nest is this?"

Florence laughed at
not seem to be afraid
smooth the feathers on

done with Sno.wball or ;

"I believe he is hun:
she said to herself. "I
will call him Screechie.
He would not touch
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"He is sleepy," her pa

in the daytime, and at r
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ook or out to the hayfield with
> back. And once he brought

Mr. Wilson came up to the
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le tree feeding her chickens,
bit afraid of her, and perched
sts or flew to her shoulders:
r curls as if they thought they

tty picture with her chickens
er curls tumbled over her face,
id he walked very softly that
*. But when she saw him, she
an to meet him.
you, Florence," he said when
table.
ed, looking up with sparkling

asingly.
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ready. Guess once more."
-abbit."
y fruit trees? You are wrong

t be a nice white hen, like my
r nest."
ead.
i for a moment; then she said:

came down on Sheltie's back.
1 lot last night."
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ut she could not guess. So af>utto the stable, where Sheltie
ing his oats. And there on his
ttle owl.
:e with his big round eyes as

D are you, little girl, and what

this odd little guest, who did
of her. She even ventured to
his head, as she would have

anv of her feathered nets.
gry and wants his breakfast,"
^oor little traveler! I think I
M

the food she brought him, alstto coax him to eat. And at
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ipa explained. "He goes to bed
light he is ready to hunt for his
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food. His eyes are very much
"Where do you suppose Sh

Florence.
r.. i *
in me wooas somewnere, J

swered.
"Perhaps he fell out of the i

light of the morning he may
back a very comfortable roost
Now he does not know whai
place he is in."
"Poor little Screechie!" F1

wish he would stay and be ir

papa, if I kept him in Dickie's
"You could not keep him lc

swered. "He would soon c

Then just think how lonely In
from all his brothers and siste
back to the woods."
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"Let's play school" said Gi

was too stormy to allow th<
"That's lots of fun."
"We can't do this," whispe

utes. "Molly doesn't know h
"I don't want to play school
"Let's get out our work," «

can sew, and we'll finish our 1
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"It's all 'Molly can't! Mo!
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